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with.   When the first-born was on the way he consulted
W. B. Yeats, who wrote to me that:
" When the time comes, someone will be sent to you who
will tell you what to do."
As the child was a girl the matter was not pursued. The
second time, again. Yeats bade me keep calm—I gathered
that some kind of intervention would come through the
Rosicrucian Order, and as it might be necessary for a priest
to sleep the night at Frampton, I was obliged to confide my
activities to my mother-in-law. She was sceptical but very
understanding. She had suffered too much, she said, to prevent
me from doing anything that might assuage my anxiety. If
someone had to come to Frampton she promised to do every-
thing possible to help, and that whatever had to be done
should be done as quietly as possible. This was generous and
broad-minded on her part, for she was of Puritanical New Eng-
land stock and might well have adopted a different attitude.
The birth of Elizabeth again neutralized my efforts, and I
felt half relieved not to have a son. Elizabeth was very
lovely. She had auburn curls and blue eyes, cheeks like a
sea-shell and exquisite hands. She was smaller and gentler
and less vital than Margaret. I loved her more because
Wilfred loved her less.
But as if one were too happy, Providence lost no time in
administering a brutal blow. The babe with the face of a
Joshua Reynolds angel had suddenly to be dispatched at eleven
weeks old with a hospital nurse to a lodging by the sea. From
that time I was torn in two. Margaret needed me, and Wilfred
said he did, but Elizabeth needed me more. For a year I
lived on the railway between the two.
When I was with the one I was perpetually suffering, watching
her suffer; and when I was with the others, the torment of
uncertainty was unendurable. Hospital nurses followed one
upon another, each worn out by the responsibility. Operation
followed upon operation. Every penny that Wilfred earned
was spent on surgeons and nursing homes, and I would sit
for hours watching the little head with matted curls tossing
restlessly on ever such a big pillow, lost in such a. big grown-up
bed.

